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TimonofaAthens. 


what neceflity belong'd too't f and yet was dcny'de* 
Lues. How? 

i Iccllyou, deny'demylord, 

Luci. What a flrange cafe was that ? Now before the 
Gods I am afham'd on't. Denied that honourable man ? 
There was verie liule Honour fhew'd in't. For my owne 
part, I muft needes confeffe, I hauereceyued fome fmall 
kindneffes from him, as Money , Plate, Jewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his : yethadhcemi- 
ftooke him,and fent to mc,I {hould ne're haue denied his 
Occafion io many Talents. 

Enter Seruilim. 

Seruil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I haue 
fwet to fee hi* Honor. My Honor'd Lord. 

Lucil. Seruilm} Youarekindely met fir. Farthcwell, 
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry ex quifite Friend. x 

Seruil. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 
fent * 

Luci. Ha.^ what ha s he fent ? I am fo much endecred 
to that Lord ; hee's euer fending : how fhall I thank him 
think'ft thou ? And what has he fent now ? 

Seruil. Has oneiy fent his prefent Occafion now my 
Lord : requeuing yon* Lordlhip to fupply his inftant vfe 
with fo many Talents, 

LuciU I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me, 
He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talent?. 

Serud. But in the mean time he wants leffe my Lord. 
If his occafion were not vertuous, 
I {hould not vrge it halfc fo faithfully. 

luc* Doft thou fpeakc ferioufly Seruilimi 

SemiL Vpon my foulc 'tis true Sir. 

Lucu What a wicked Beaft was I to disfurnifh my 
felf againft fuch a good cime,when I might ha (hewn my 
felre Honourable? How vnluckily ithapned,that I fhold 
Porchafe the day before for a littie part, and vndo a great 
deale of Honour? Sewtyus* now before the Gods I am 
not able to do f the more beaft I fay) I was fending to vfe 
Lord Timon rny felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witness but 
I would not for the wealth of Athens I had donc't now. 
Commend me bountifully to hb good Lordihip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of nice, becaufe 
I haue no power to be kinds. And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greareft afflictions fay^thar 1 cannot 
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- 
will you befriend mee fofarre, auo vfe mine ownc 
words to him ? 

Sen Yes fir, I fhalL Exit SeruiU 

Ific'iL He looke you cue a good turne Seruilius. 
True as you faid, Tmen is {rirunke indeede, 
And he that's once deny'de^will hardly fpecde. 

I Do you obferue this Hofiilws ? 

z I, to well. 

s Why this is the worlds foule, 
And iuft of the fame peece 

Is euery Flatterers (port : who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the fame diife ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his puxfe: 
Supported his eff ate, nay Timons money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 
But Timons Ssluer treads vpon his Lip, 
And yet 5 oh fee the roonftroufneflTe of man, 
When he lockes out in an vngratefull fhapc ; 
Hz does deny him (in refpc<Sfc of his) 



What charitable men affoord toBeoperT 
3 Religion grones at it , * 

i Formmeownepar^IneucrtaftedTv^ \ 
Nor came any of his bountiesouerme mm ylif< 
To marke me for his Friend. Yet J proteft 
For his right Noble minde, illuftriou s Verm- 
And Honourable Carriage, tUe * 
Had his nccelTity made vfe of me, 
I would haue put my wealth into Donation 
And the beft halfc fhould haucreturn'dto'* 
So much I loue his heart s But I pcrceiue ^ 
Men muftleatne now with pitty to difpeL. 
For Policy fits aboue Confciencc. ' 

£ nter a thtrdferuant with Semprenms^ n l 
of Timons friends. ' *** 

Semp. Mufi he needs trouble me in't 
'Bout all others? HJnh 
He might haue tried Lord Lucius 3 or Lucuhs 
c And now Venttdgius is wealthy too, * 
W horn he redeem'd from prifen. Ail thefe 
Owes their cftates vntohim, 

Ser. My Lord, 
They haue all bin touch'd, and found Bafc-Mctife 
For they haue all denied him. 9 

Semp. How? Haue they deny'dchim? 
Has Fentidgius and LuchUhs deny'dehim, 
And does he fend to me ? Three ? Huron?' 
It fliewes but litrie loue, or iudgement in him 
Muft I be his laft Refuge? His Friend* (i ike Pnyfiti ans } 
T hriuc, giue him oucr ; Muft I take th'Curc vponme? 
Has much difgrae'd me in'c, Ime angry at him, 
That might haue knowne my place. 1 fee no fenfefert 
But his Occafions might haue wooed me firft : 1 
For in my confaence, I was the firft man 
That ere received guift from him. 
And does he thinkc fo backwardJy of me now, 
That He requite it laft? No : 
So it may proue an Argument of Laughter 
To th'reft^nd 'mong'ft Lords be thought a Foole; 
Tec rather then the worth of thrice the fumme, 
Had fent to me firft.but for my mindes fake : 
Tde fuch a courage to do him good. Biitnowrcturne, 
And with their faint reply, thss anfwer ioyne ; 
Who bates wine Honor.flhaii not know my Coyne.E^ 
Ser. Excellent : Your LordiLips a_goodiy Villain: the 
diucll knew not what he did, when hce made msn Poll- 
ticke ; he eroded himfclfc by ? t : and I cannot thinkc, but 
in the end, the Villanics of man will let hirnckere. Hew 
fairely this Lord ftriucs to nppeare foulc f Takes Vcrtu» 
ous Copies to be wicked ; like thofe, that vnder hottcar- 
dent zeale, would fet whole Rcalmes on fire,of fuch a na- 
ture is his politike loue. 
This was my Lords beft hope, now all arc fled 
Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends are dead, 
Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yccre, muft bcimploy'd 
Now to guard fure their Mafter : 
And this is all a Iiberall courfe allowes, 
Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houft/wf« 


Enter Karro's man, meeting $\hers. AH Timons Crdwsto 
wait for his camming out. Then enter LttciM 
andHortenfius. 
Var.man. Well met.goodmorrow TitHsUHom^ 


TimonofzAthens. 


87 


^rThclikctoyoukin<3cr<*rr<». 
tbrt L»cixs,vih*t do we meet together ? 
? • I and I tbmk one bufineffe do's command v» all. 

for mine i^f^- 

* n Soistheirs.andours. 

1 Enter Milotsu. 

luci. And fir Philotm too. 
Pi/// Good day at once, 
IhcL Welcome good Brother. 

OTatJ°y° ulhinkcchehoure? 

pbd. Labouring for Nine 
So much ? 

Is not my Lord fecne yet ? 
Not yet. c 
I wonder ont.he was wont to (Time at ieauen. 
I 5 but the dayes arc waxt fhorter with him ; 


luci. 

luci. 
phiL 
luci' 


VoufPuftconfidcr, that aProdigall courfe 
Kke the Sunnes, but not like his referable, I fcare . 
Sdeepcft Winter in Lord Timons purie, that is: One 
iyre'ach deepe enough.and yet findc iutlc* ; 
Phil. Iamofyourfeare,forthat. 
ftt. lie (hew you how t'obfrrue a ftrangc cuent : 
Your Lord fends now for Money ? 
Jiort. M oft crue,he doe's. 
Tit. And he weai cs Iewels now of Timons guilt, 
p or which I waite for money, 
HoYt. It is againft my heart, 
ltd. Marke how ftrangc it fliowe J, 
rmn in this, Oiould pay more then he owes : 

e'nc as if your Lord (hould wearr rich Iewels, 
And fend tor money for 'em, 

Uort. Tmc weary of this Charge, 
The Gods can witneffe : 
Iknow my Lord hath fpent of Timons wealth, 
And now Ingratitude, makes it worfe then ftealth. 

yarro. Yes^mine's three thoufand Crowncs ; 
What's yours f 
Uci. Fiue thoufand mine. . 
Farro. 'Tis much deepe,and it (houldtfeccnby th lum 
Your Mafters confidence was aboue mine, 
Elfefurely hishadequaird. 

Enter fUminiiu* 
Ttt. OneofLordTiwow/men. 
Lac. Flami*if*}Siv,*vioid: Prayisnoy Lordrcadie 
to come forth ^ 
flam. No,indeed he is not. 

Tit t We attend his Lordfiiip: pray lignifiefo much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowes you are too 
Enter Stewardtn a Cloake, 'muffled (diligent. 

Lucu Ha: is not that his Steward muffled fo? 
He goes away in a Clowd : Call him,call him. 

Tit. Doyouhearc 5 fir? 

tViirrCi By your leaue,tir. 

Stew. What do ye aske of me, my Friend. 

Tit. Wcwaitefor ccrtaine Money hecre, fir. 

Stew. I* if Money were as certaine as your waiting, 
Twere fure enough. 

Why then preferred you not ycur fummes and Billes 
When ycur faKe Mafters cace of my Lords meat ? 
Then they could foule, and fawnc vpon his debts. 
And take downe th'Intreft into their glutt'nous Mawcs* 
You do your fclues but wrong,to ftirrc me vp, 
Let me palfe quietly: : 

Beleeue't, my Lord and I haue made an end, 
I haue no more to reckon, he to fpend. 
Unci* I, but this. anfwer will not ferue. 


Stew. iPt WW not ferue, 'tis not fo bafc as you, 
For you feme Knaues. 

{yarro. How? What docs his cafliecr d W orihip 

mutter t , , 

iVitn: No matter what, bee's poore, and chats re- 

uenge enough. Who can fpeakc broader,, then hec that 

has no houfe to put his head in t Such may rayle againft 

great buildings. 

£ nter Seruilim. 
Tit. Oh hcere's Seruilim : now wee (hall know fome 

anfwerc- m ' _ . 

Seru. Iflmightbefeechyou Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, I fhould dcriue much fr^m't Fortck c 
of my foule, my Lord leanes wondroufly to difcontef t: 
His comfortable temper has forfooke hin^he's much out 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Luci. Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ficke ; 
And if it be fo farre beyond his health, 
Me thinkes he (hould the fooner pay his debts, 
And make a cleere way to the Gods. 
Seruil. Good Gods. 

Titus. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir. 
EUminius within. Scrutlm help e, my Lord, my Lord. 

Enter Timon in a rage. 
Tim. What, are my dores oppos'd againft my paffage? 
Haue I bin euer free, and muft my houfe 
Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole ? 
The place which I haue Feafted, does it now 
(Like all Mankinde) fhew me an Iron heart ? 
Luci. Put in now Titsa. 
Ttt. My Lord,heere is my Bill. . 
Luci. Here's mine. 
xVar. And mine,my Lord. 

1. Var. And ours,my Lord. 
Philo. AllourBillcs. 

Tim. Knocke me downe with 'em, cleauc mectothe 

Girdle. 

Luc, Alas.my Lord. 
Tim. Cut my heart in fummes. 
Tit. Mine a fifty Talents. 
Tim. Tcil out my bleod. 
Luc. Fiue thoufand Crownes, my Lord* 
Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that. 
What yours? and yours? 
x.V*r. My Lord. 

2. Far. My Lord. 

Tim. Teare me, take roe^and the Gods fall vpon you. 

Exit Timon. 

Hart, Faith I perceiue our Mafters may throwe their 
caps at their money »thcfc debts may well be call'd defpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes 'cm. Exeunt, 
Enter Timon. 

Timon. They haue eenc put my breath from mce the 
flaues. Creditors ?Diucls. 
Stew. MydeereLord. 
Tim. What if it (hould be fo? 
Stew. My Lord. 

Tim. lie haue it fo. My Steward? 
Stew. HeeremyLord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends a gaxne* 
Lucius f Lucullvs, and Sempronim Vllorxa, : All, 
lie once more feaft the Rafcals. 

Stew. O my Lord,you onely fpeake from your diftra- 
£ted foule ; there's not fo much left to 4 furnifh out a mo- 
derate Table. 

Tinm % 


